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self-control, they start with destroying or torturing animals for the sake
of humanity and then end by destroying humanity to try out new
inventions."
Having rid himself of his complex we could now go on with die
pruning in his orchard. I noticed that he himself was not too eager to exert
himself and I wondered whether the fall had really shaken him. He pre-
ferred reading all the books he could get on the subject of fruit trees
and suggested that if one does the opposite, the result would be equally
good. He became a watcher and talked.
"My tree needs pruning/' he said. "It's all branches, intertwining,
criss-crossing and there's a lot of dead wood. One day I must sit down
and do a little radical pruning on my own. I wrote about music, I wrote
about art, I wrote about the theatre, I wrote novels, I wrote plays, I
preached at the City Temple, I professed atheism, I was a funny man, I
was a dangerous man, I was an agitator, I wras a Fabian, a vegetarian and
now I am a millionaire ! All unconnected and uncollected odds and ends.
It is time I became an individual."
"The pruning will have to be very drastic in that case."
"Wefl, that is as it should be," he answered, with a twinkle in his eye,
"then only a clothes-prop will be left!"
He was not in this happy mood long however.
"I am expecting a visitor," he said gloomily, "she rang up to say
she wants to come. The trouble about her is that she lacks the power
of conversation but not the power of speech and what is worse, she always
insists on bringing a crowd to hear her talk. The result is that I am dragged
into this and I am exhausted in the end."
"Have you forgotten how to say no?"